Amaranthus
Volume 1989 | Issue 1

Article 48

1-30-2013

The Fall
Bruce G. V. Mikula
Grand Valley State University

Follow this and additional works at: http://scholarworks.gvsu.edu/amaranthus
Recommended Citation
Mikula, Bruce G. V. (1989) "The Fall," Amaranthus: Vol. 1989: Iss. 1, Article 48.
Available at: http://scholarworks.gvsu.edu/amaranthus/vol1989/iss1/48

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks@GVSU. It has been accepted for inclusion in Amaranthus by an authorized
administrator of ScholarWorks@GVSU. For more information, please contact scholarworks@gvsu.edu.

rot all
Me
gallol
"1

When I was a kid, my sisters and I spent our summers in our pool playing "Sharks and Minnows," "Tag,"
and any other waterborne game in which trying to drown one another was the number one rule. One magical summer
day, we were having fun seeing who could dive the highest and farthest off our diving board.
It was my sister Ann's turn and I was standing on the side of the pool holding a water balloon behind my back
(As a six year old, my life revolved around making Ann mad at me). It was a beautiful high dive, accentuated by
the explosion of the bright orange missile against the side of her head. She lost her concentration, crashing into the
water on her side with a smack which echoed off the neighbor's house. I knew I was dead.
Ann burst through the surface and swam quickly in my direction. Being the intelligent person that I was, I ran.
Unfonunately, I only ran to the opposite side of the pool. She was quickly out of the water looking around for me.
There was an eerie silence as everyone seemed to freeze, waiting to see what would happen next. Ann saw me and
was charging around the pool before I could move. She rounded the second comer and lost her footing on the hot
cement She skidded on her side, across the coarse cement, into the chain link fence surrounding the pool.
"What's the matter Anna Banana, did you fall down and go boom?" I knew that name, above all else, would finish
what the water balloon had started. She was already on her feet and moving.
I took this chance to get away. I swung onto the slide, which emptied into the shallow end of the pool. I climbed
the three steps and was half standing on the platform when Ann arrived. She grabbed the rail and started climbing
like an avenging angel. The slide tipped to the side and helped me on my descent. The problem was, instead of going
down the slide pan, I went over the safety rail to what I was cenain was my death.
Bill Cosby says, when you are ten years old and your life passes before your eyes, it's pitiful. It's just a little "fft"
and that's it. I was only six years old and I never made it to the "t". For me it was just a "Cf" and it was over. I still
had time to watch the concrete approach. I could see the minute grains of sand grow to the size of rough marbles
just before I performed a thudding headstand. I couldn't hear the thud but mther felt it.
My body followed, crumbling down around my head like a load of freshly caught fish tossed onto a dock. I lay
there feeling a burning pain in my head. I knew the skin on my whole forehead had been ground off. It was my tum
to cry. It was Ann's tum to laugh. It looked like she had fmally come through with her death threats.
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My Mom, who had been sunning herself, was over to me, checking me out, before I was able to sit up.
"Hold still Bruce," she said, as I squirmed under her prodding.
"Mom, don't let 'em fall out!" I screamed between sobs.
"Don't let what fallout?" she asked while she examined my forehead.
"My brains! Don't let 'em fallout! I know there's not skin holdin' 'em in anymore! Please, don't let 'em fall
out!"
The neighbor lady watched die rest of the kids, while Mom and I got into the old white Electra 225 convertible.
I was huddled over in the passenger seat, feeling sick, while Mom drove to the hospital. I held icecubes, wrapped
in an old burp cloth, against my "brains" to keep them from falling out.
Not more than a mile down the road the car coughed its last breath and coasted to a stop. The needle commanded
the "E" sector of the fuel gauge and wasn't about to give it up. I was going to die. I knew I was. If my bmins didn't
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rot and pour out of my head, I was going to bleed to death.
Mom called Dad from a nearby house and after waiting fIfteen endless minutes he showed up. He pulled a one
gallon can of gas from his trunk and began pouring the contents into Mom's car.
"This'll get you to Bob's gas station so you can top off," he said, as the can drained.
Come on, Dad, I thought, don't make me wait that long. I think...1think I can feel my brains trickling out already!
No, I guess it's just water from the icecubes. But, it could have been my brains!
"I'll take Bruce to the doctor," he fInished.
Thanks Dad!
"Come on in. We'll fIx this young man up in no time," Dr. Roschaeffer said.
He seemed to tower over me. He must have been eight feet tall. His nurse was huge too. We all went into the
giant treatment room like one big happy family; Dad, the doctor, the nurse, and I.
"Bruce, I'm going to explain exactly what I am going to do. First, I'll give you a couple of small shots to numb
the sore, that means it won't hurt then. After that, I am going to take a small needle and thread and sew up the cut
in your forehead, just like your mom sews up your clothes." That should have been my warning! The doctor
explained this calmly and we all agreed that it really didn't sound too bad. He then turned away and worked on
something at a table.
When he turned back, he had a syringe in his hand. It was the size and shape of a bicycle tire pump and had a
needle about six inches long. Now I found out why Dad and the nurse were there. It was a conspiracy. They held
me down while the doctor shoved the needle into my "brains" to make them numb too. I let out an ear-shattering

scream.
Finished with the shots, the doctor turned away and set the syringe back on the table. When he turned back toward
me, he had a knitting needle in his hand. Threaded through a hole, in the blunt end, was a long black shoe lace. I
was going to kill Ann when I got home! This was all her fault!
The sharp, searing, pain of that needle ripping through my skin was unlike anything my childhood had known.
I was sure, when he was done, my forehead would look like a laced up shoe, bow knot and all.
"You handled that like a man, Bruce," the doctor said, after the fIve hundred and thirty-seventh stitch. Wasn't
there something in his oath about lying?
Dad drove me home and carried me upstairs to my bedroom. I struggled into my P J.' s then crawled into bed.
I lay there, on my back, blanket up to my chin, when my door opened. My sister Ann peeked around the corner to
see where I was. When she saw I was in bed she slowly walked in with a glass of pop in her hand.
"Here's some Seven-Up for you, Bruce. How does your head feel?" she asked softly, setting the glass on the
table next to my bed.
"It's all right," I said, putting the pained expression of death on my face.
"I'm sorry I knocked you off the slide," she said gently, with a catch in her voice.
I looked in her face mildly, then smiled softly, and said, "That's all right, Anna Banana," and she slapped me
on my forehead.
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